chapter VII
LETTERS
on the way back from Omsk the hospital train got
jammed in the stream that was moving West. The
signal lights were green for the supply trains but the
hospital train moved slowly, continually having to give
way to the trains with war material.
In Perm it was held up eight days.
The people in the train were weary not so much
because of the long trip without patients, as because on
these idle days they were obsessed by thoughts of home
and friends, and when would there be letters....
Dr Belov was the one who suffered most. It would
soon be a year since he had written that letter on Sep-
tember 5th. The second parcel had been sent to Lenin-
grad from Omsk, but not a sign from Leningrad.
The letters are there, of course, they are in the letter-
box in V. But when will the train get to V.?
Danilov decided to send someone to fetch the post.
There were many volunteers, some of the men came
from V, and that meant that they might drop in and
have a look at their homes. Danilov would willingly
have gone himself. ...
He chose Lena.
"Like lightning—there and back," he said to her.
"You'll learn at the Centre where to catch up with us.
Don't try for the passenger trains, the goods trains will
get you there quicker. Just do some jumping from one
train to the other. But you know it all as well as I do."
He gave her a small parcel, weighing two or three
pounds, neatly tied up with an addressed label tucked
under the string.
**You*ll leave this parcel at my house. The boy needs
it, he's growing up/' He frowned to hide the smile that
revealed his weakness for his son,
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